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The Pain 


Author's Notes: 

Some more Rammstein stuff for you, but this time not entirely as cuddly as usual.. 

We start out on Richard's POV again, but we will switch it at every line of ------ , So make sure you keep 
track! 


And again, there are no names mentioned anywhere. So if you want to, you can make this about whoever else 
you like, too. 
If it’s utterly confusing, tell me. If it’s total crap, tell me. If it isnt, tell me, too. 


Beep- - -Beep - - -Beep - - -Beep 
| know that rhythm. It is the rhythm of our signature tune. 
But the sound doesn't fit. It is one step short of annoying. At least, it’s quiet: 


What else doesn't fit is the smell. | should smell fire, but what | smell right now is..it’s..hm. | know that smell. 
But | am too tired to come up with the word. 


eR 


There is a sensation at my chest. It’s warm, and soft. Again, | think | should know what it is, but again, I'm 
unable to think of the word. | would have to open my eyes. That's asking too much. 


eR 


A hand. It’s a hand. No, it’s two hands. One on my chest, one at my wrist. A hand. Hand.. 


It would be wrong to claim that | didn't recognize his face. | did. How could | not? It’s his face, undoubtedly his 
beloved face, of course it is. Everything | know is there. Every strand of hair that surrounds it. Every line 
time has carved into it. Every little scar. 

But still. Still. 

It's different. 


Every line has deepened. Every scar is even paler than before. 


And his hands. His hands are usually busy in one way or another. They always do at least hold onto something, 
even when he sleeps - the edge of his pillow, a fistful of his own shirt, or, at times, me. 


Now - nothing. 


It’s probably better that way, with the needles that are sticking in both his wrists, but if it wasn't for the 
beeping monitor above the bed, | would really wonder whether my friend, my lover, my sweetheart, my 


everything, was still somewhere inside this motionless body. 


ls it alright that this beeping comes so slowly? 


| can't breathe. Something is in my throat, a drop of spit that went down the wrong way, or whatever else 
that wants out - | need to cough, but | can't. Something else is in there, something thin and hard and 
unfamiliar that stops me from coughing. But | need to. It keeps me from breathing, | need to get it out, but | 


can't, | cant.. | start to panic. 


| try to reach for it, but nothing happens, my hand doesn't obey, | cant move, | can't breathe, | will choke... 


A twitch of his hand; the steady beeping speeding up. He must be in some kind of trouble. | reach for the 


button to ring for a nurse, but the moment | press it, the door already opens. 


Thank God. 


The hand. The hand is back. It must belong to someone. Help me, | try to say, but | cant speak past the object 
in my throat. 


There are voices (voices..), a sudden, unpleasant noise. Then a dull ache in my throat. The hard thing leaves me. 


| cough, weakly, but it’s enough to clear my airways. 


| realize that my eyes are open. The bright light hurts, and all | see is a blur of things | dont understand. | 
shut them again right away. 


The doctor takes the tube out of his throat, and he calms down almost immediately. He even opens his eyes 


for about two seconds, but | don't think that he sees me. 


Some time must have passed. | don’t know how | can tell that it has, but it has. My brain starts feeling a little 
less fuzzy. Thinking is still a strenuous activity, but if | do it very, very slowly, it works. 


| remember dreaming that | couldnt breathe, and that | was very scared - but if it was a dream, then why is 
my throat so sore? They pulled something out of me. That hurt. Still does, so it probably happened.. And there 
were eyes. Familiar eyes. | saw them. Blue, they were blue. Whose eyes? | try to imagine a face around them, 
and it appears, little by little, brows, nose, forehead, cheeks, lips.. someone puts it together, in slow motion, | 
think I'm falling asleep over it a couple of times, but after some more time, it is ready. 

A name comes to me from somewhere. It’s him. 


Of course it’s him. How come | didn’t realize right away? 


Does that mean that the hand at my wrist is also his? Is there still a hand at my wrist at all? ls he still 


there? | would like to have a look. 


But my eyelids feel like they were made of concrete. 


His consciousness returns, | can feel it. The steady beeping changes its pace, but slowly, not as startled as it 
did when he struggled with the tube. He can breathe steadily without help by now, and | can actually feel his 
heartbeat again. It was so weak that | couldnt, until about two hours ago. 

| think | have never been so scared - ever. | have never been so scared than when | put my hand on his chest 
and felt nothing. | even needed a nurse to guide my fingers to the spot on his wrist where | could sense the 
tiniest motion, just an echo, nothing more... 

The guys found him in his apartment when they wanted to pick him up on their way to the rehearsal studio. In 
the hall. In the fucking Aall They called an ambulance. Helped him breathing until the paramedics showed up, 
who shot him full of Naloxone right away. Naloxone is a fucking opiate blocker. Since when does he take 
opiates? He tried it once and said he hated it! 

So as much as | want him to open his eyes again, as much as | want to feel his hand reacting to my touch, as 
much as | want to hear his voice, | am dreading the moment when he wakes up. Because | know that | will have 
to ask him. 

| will have to ask him whether he did that on purpose. 

RK 

In the end, | don’t have to. | can see it in his eyes as soon as they open 

And | dont know what to say. 

If it had been an accident, | could have scolded him for being so careless. 

But it’s very clear that it wasnt. 

So what am | supposed to say or do now? 

Dont you ever do something like that again..? 


That was a very selfish thing to do..? 


Why didnt you fell us that you were having problems..? 


But the hurt | suddenly feel allows for no such bullshit. It allows for nothing but the truth, for nothing but 
the only thing | can think of: 


| thought that you loved me.. 


"| thought that you loved me." 
| remember now. | remember that | couldnt stand the pain any longer. | remember digging up the small bottle 
from somewhere deep down in some old suitcase, where | had it for years. Where it had been waiting for this 


very moment: the moment when things would get unbearable. 


What | don't remember is why | didn't go looking for him, like | usually do in moments like these. The pain kept 


me from thinking. 


| do love you, buddy. | do love you with all my broken heart. | thought that you knew that. 


| thought you knew that." 


Yes, that’s what | thought, too. You told me, every day, and | know you always meant it; you are such a bad 
liar. You showed me, with every little Touch, every little kiss. You let me feel it, every time you made love to 
me, every time you let me do the same for you. You watched over me, pulled me out of my nights, and again, 
let me do the same for you. You promised to never hurt me, | did the same. We never lied to each other, 


never cheated on each other, never fought. 


So why did you try to break my heart today? 


"Why did you try to break my heart." 


| didnt. Or, yes, | probably did, but | didn't want to. The pain, buddy, the pain. You can't imagine the pain. | tried 
to make the pain stop, that’s all | tried 


| can imagine the pain. That's what brought us together, after all, the pain we both know. You were the one 


who taught me what to do about it. And that works, love, what you taught me actually works... 


Did he really say what | just heard? 
And does that mean what | think it means? 


Is he really saying that being with me does nothing for him? 


He looks at me as if he didnt believe me, and | am already sorry for having told him. And for the way | told 


him. Because what | can read in his face is not what | meant. 


He is my one and only. He is the best thing that has ever happened to me. That | can be with him is the 


reason | am still here. 


| told him about my pain. About the pain deep down inside of me. | know he suffers from the same misery, 


sometimes. 
But his comes and goes. 
Mine stays. Always. 


That's something | never told him. | was afraid he might think that | am not happy with him. Which | am. But 
the pain stays, underneath the happiness. 


| tried to get rid of it Today. 
| wish | had a way to make you understand this without..without.. 


Please try to believe me, buddy, | wasnt aiming for your heart. 


"| wasn't aiming for your hearT..” 
His eyelids droop shut. 


He fell asleep again while he was still talking. And this time, he looks a bit more like he actually sleeps, not as if 
he was dead and gone. | am tired, too, and all | wish for is to lie down, to nestle up to him and sleep. But | can't. 
| have to watch him. He is under watch, but | cant rely on that. And | have to think | have failed him. | have 


to come up with a way to never, never do that again. Because losing him would kill me. 
He might not have aimed for my heart, but he hit it nonetheless. 


| want to grab him, shake him, yell at him, ask him what he had been thinking. How he could assume that he 
wouldn't break me by just frying to do what he did. How he could forget how much | need him. How he could 


forget how much | love him. How on earth he could forget me.. 


But then | see his face. All the new lines that appeared there overnight. His hand. His hand that tried to close 
around mine when he first woke up and barely managed a weak twitch. His eyes. His eyes that begged me for 
help, and at the same time asked why we brought him back - was it right to bring him back? Everything 
inside of me screams YES, but his eyes, his eyes.. What did they beg me for? To help him live? Or to help him 


die? 

And his words. The pain, the pain.. | could have said just that. 

That's basically why | want to yell at him. He tried to trade his pain for mine. 

But didn’t we do the same? Forced him back into existence so that we would be spared the grief? What if he 
is really suffering something unbearable? What if he really saw no other way out? What if there really was no 


other way out? 


But there is, isn't there. He showed me a way out of my pain. He created it himself, it is paved with his love, 


and | would follow him to wherever this way would lead us. How can he say this wasnt working? 

| should be angry with him. But how can |, when all | really want to do is get down on my knees and thank my 
lucky star that he is still here at all? When all | really want to do is to enfold him in my arms and never part 
with him ever again? 


| kiss his forehead, that’s all | can do, watched as we are. He is out, but he seems to notice. 


| am tired. So inhumanly tired My eyelids droop shut, too. 


eR 


| can hear my doorbell ringing. | get up to answer it, and there are the guys, carrying his lifeless body. They 


all give me silent, yet reproachful looks for a long, long time. 


You didn’t do it they finally say. He was yours fo look affer, and you didnt do if. We relled on you. He relied on 
you. But you didn’t do it. Where have you been last night? 


| try to say something in my defense, | really feel like | should. If | do, if | can explain where | have been, he 
might open his eyes, he will open his eyes. All | have to do is to say something, then everything will work out. 


But | can't. There is a piece of duct tape on my mouth, and | know that it will be there permanently, that 
there is no way to take it off. 


| do at least want to reach for him; maybe a touch would already be enough. But my upper arms are tied to 
my sides, very tightly, and my wrists are also duct-taped in front of my body. | struggle to get rid of the 
tape, but of course there is no chance that it will break. 


And the guys? They are just eying me accusingly. Cant they see that | cant help him if they don't help me? 


One of them raises his hand, and | already hope that he will do it. But no, he punches a hole into my ribcage, 
right in the middle, and then he suddenly holds my heart in his big hand. Look at this he demands. 


It looks oddly clean and beats calmly in his palm. But it is also full of stitches, sewn together with strings of all 


kinds and colors. 


Do you remember who dd that? It was him. Whenever you brought it to him, he sat down, picked up a needle, and 
patiently seamed it back up. And now look at this. Look what we found next to him. 


He reaches into his pocket and puts something in my bound hands. 

It’s a human heart, like mine, but it is cut into halves. 

It hardly even bleeds, just a little bit on the edges; looks like it has been in halves for a long time. It doesn't 
feel entirely lifeless, though. If someone freed my hands and gave me a needle, then maybe | could mend it, like 


he mended mine; | could do this, | think | really could! 


They see me struggling with my bonds. | know that they know what | am thinking. But again, they are looking at 


me in silence, their faces petrified with anguish. We are out of strings someone finally says. 


They carefully put my heart down on the floor next to me, and then they turn and walk away with him. | know 
they will bury him now. And that they dont want me there. 


| shiver from the cold they leave behind and involuntarily press my hands together. That's when | feel it. The 
halved heart | still hold starts beating. 


| open my hands, startled. The halves fall apart right away. | carefully bring them back together, and the 


gentle motion starts once more. 

| am fascinated and stare at what happens there, right in front of my eyes, then | look up and want to tell the 
guys look, look here! Its beating! But they are too far away already, and | can't call them back because of the 
duct tape that covers my mouth. But can't they feel it? Can't he feel it? We are out of strings, | know, but | 
will put it back into him and hold it together with my hands, and if that means that | will have to walk around 
with my hands in his chest for the rest of my life, so be it! | that means that | will have to move in with him 
because of that, so be it! If | can't work or eat or just wipe my ass ever again because of that, so be it! Just 
bring him back, bring him back, don't bury him, his heart is beating, dont bury him alive! Turn around, please, 
oh please, furn around. 


Someone is calling my name. 


EK 

| wake up with a start. 

Two of the guys are there. They shook me awake. 

Were you dreaming? they ask softly. 

| look into their faces, and they look like nothing that looks like the faces | saw just a minute ago. There is no 
hint of reproach or accusation, just weariness and commiseration An arm is wrapped tightly around my 
shoulder. The hand | have been holding for more than a day now gently caresses my face. 

Yes, | reply. | must have been dreaming. 

EK 


We are allowed to leave. 


The guys managed to talk the doctors into it, told them that it was an accident. They know as well as | do that 


this was a lie, but else they wouldn't have let him go. 
So | take him home. His home, not mine; | am afraid that he would run away from my place. 


The guys searched his apartment yesterday, looked for more stuff he could harm himself with, but they didn 
‘t find anything. Guess that’s a good sign, but what do | know. 


He stopped moving like an old man by now, but | wonder whether his face will ever be the same again. He can't 
have lost much weight within two days, but his cheeks are hollow, the thin lines around his eyes and mouth 
that used to be barely visible are imprinted deeply now. Ten years of aging have happened in just forty-eight 
hours. 

And his eyes - he seems to know that all his despair is clearly visible in their stormcloud-colored depths, so 
he hardly ever looks at me directly. Whenever he does, it hurts. What | see there is so familiar yet alien to 


me, it confuses me, makes me feel sore, tears at me, Gosh, buddy, stop, please stop looking at me like that.. 


| thought | knew the place he has to go to at times. But now | know that my nights, dark as they are, are a 


mere shadow of his. The pain, the pain, that’s what he said again and again, when he was barely conscious. 


Is there really nothing | can do? 


"Is there really nothing | can do?" 

Right out of the blue, he asks me this question 

We have been quiet a long time, but it isnt an awkward silence - it’s not the right time for words, that's all. | 
just savor his attention, his soothing presence. He hardly ever let me out of his sight since | woke up. He 
makes sure | can feel him around me all the time; there is always a hand, or a little kiss, or a look, | am never 
without him. At least his thoughts are with me at any given moment. 

He is not mad at me. What have | done to deserve someone like him? 

But still. The pain is there. 

"Is there really nothing | can do?" 

Who said you did nothing, love? 

You do - everything. 

Every touch of your hand strokes away the spikes and nails and daggers that torture my heart. Your kisses 
drive out the demons that are eating me alive. Your voice drips onto my soul like honey, and feels wonderful. 


Nothing can harm me when | am with you. 


But it does not help with the pain that is already there and has always been there. | wish it would. God knows | 


wish it would. 


eR 


He doesnt ask anymore; | am afraid | hurt him again, but what else could | have done? He wanted to know. And 


| never lie to him. I'd rather bite my tongue right off. 
Maybe that is what | should have done. 


He takes care of me, the way he loves to do every now and then. Undresses me, bathes me, prepares some 
simple food, all without a word. | also did that for him a few times; it’s a comforting thing to do, taking care of 


the one you love, so | let him. | know that | upset him a great deal. 
We go to bed as soon as we have eaten whatever little food we could handle, not because we are particularly 
tired, but because we just can't think of anything else we would like to do. All we both want is feeling each 


other, feeling warm and secure, feeling as little of the last two day's hurt as possible. 


| want to kiss you, sweetheart. Will you let me? 


"Will you let me?" 

What a question 

| feel his lips touching mine, just like he kissed me for the first time. It has been a while since then, but his 
lips never lost their power to melt my heart, to calm me, to fill the cold, yawning void inside of me with warm, 
golden light. The hands that start sliding over my skin are the safest place | can imagine to be in 

He said that it was the same for him. 


But how can he hurt if that is true? 


| try to feel my way into his soul, but he doesn't allow it. He is there, so close to me, how often did we pour 
out our hearts to each other in moments like these? And today, as both our hearts are so heavy, so awfully 
heavy, it just doesn't want to happen, he doesn't want it to happen. Every time | try, every time he feels me 
tapping on the door to his heart, he silently shakes his head, as if to say, don't come in, dont look at that 


mess of mine... 


Now it happened. We fell into different pits at the same time. Who will help us out of there now? 


He holds me close; | can feel him wanting me. Wanting my body, wanting my heart, wanting my soul, and oh, 
how much | want to give him everything | have. But | already did him so much harm. How could he bear more, 
how could he bear my night, on top of his own? And what for? The source of that night is inside of me, and it 


will never run dry. 


He can have my body tonight, and my heart belongs to him for as long as | live anyway, but | cant burden 
him with the pieces of my fractured soul, | just can’t. 


His touches are tender, as they always are, but it feels again like it did when | sat next to his bed, just two 
days ago: his body is there, but my sweetheart himself is not. His body is sliding against mine, his hands are 
slowly wandering down to my hipbone, soon his fingers reach the most sensitive places they know so well, soon 


his body reacts to my hand, too. 


But where are you, love? Where are you..? 


"Where are you...?" 


He knows it. He knows that | am hiding from him. | miss him just as much, deep down inside, where | am torn 
and bleeding. | miss the way he caresses me with just his eyes; one look of him can lift tons and tons of 
weight off my shoulders. But | can't look into this sky-blue vastness any longer, because how can | heap my 


misery on him? It’s too much. There is simply too much of it. 


| glide into him, slowly, the way he likes it, the way we have done for each other so many times. It feels 


strange, though. It feels strange not to lock eyes for this most sensual moment. 

It is the moment when we should become one. 

But we stay two separate entities today, and the fault is with me. 

| pleasure his body, | know it, as his body responds. But it’s all | can do for him. | can't help him with the 
heartache | caused, | can’t give him my soul to cling to. | can give him are my warmth, my compassion, my 
love, but they are bits and pieces that | know to do nothing for him, the way they shatter all around him. 
They are not the solid crutch he needs. Which is why he is not the solid crutch | would need myself. 


"Give it to me", he suddenly demands. 


Give it to me. | cant stand this any longer. 

Whatever kind of monster is living inside of you, whatever kind of havoc it created there, give it to me. 
Everything, everything is better than what we are doing now. Do at least give me a chance to understand you. 
| thought | could, | thought the night of your soul was matching mine. As it obviously doesnt - explain. Explain 
the things | dont get. Don't let us drift apart over this, not now, not when we need each other so badly. You 
said | couldn't imagine the pain you are in, and maybe you are right. But can you imagine mine? Can you 
imagine what it feels like when you are told that one who means the world to you is about to /eave? When he 
stops breathing, when his heart threatens to stop beating, when you sit next to him, rigid with fear, knowing 
that the worst kind of pain might start any minute now, the minute when he just ceases to exist, and that you 
will have nobody left to turn to for comfort? 

It cant get worse than that. 


Give me you night. | can handle it. 


"L can handle it" 

His eyes finally caught mine. 

And what | see is my own misery, reflected in just a different color. 
He said he couldn't stand it any longer 

Neither can |. 


Here you are, love. Sorry, but this is going to hurt. 


"this is going to hurt" 
| know. 
He slams into me, and | am crying out, | cant help it. But his mouth is there immediately, and while his body is 


painfully pressed into mine, his kiss is soft, just a slight breeze, and | let it capture my attention as good as | 
can. It eases the pain | asked to be given and helps me forget that there most possibly is more to come. 


| feel him pulling out, slowly, gently, brushing over my sweet spot, and | indeed manage to forget what has just 
happened for a few seconds. But then the pain starts again, as bad as before, another fierce trust at an angle 
he knows | cannot stand. And once again, his mouth comes to save me, like it always does, reaffirming his love, 


calming me down. 


Out again, and again, | shiver as he touches all the sensitive nerves he passes by. But now he already leaves 


behind a dull ache, and | know, the next trust will be worse. 


And it is worse. It feels like my guts are punched from the inside, and | am yelling, what else can | do? Help 
me, buddy, help me, kiss me, your kisses are what makes this bearable.. 


The next trust. The next. Next. More pain, more pain pain pain PAIN. Is it actually possible to break one’s pelvic 
bone that way? Mine, his? To rupture something inside of me? If this hurts me so much, how much does it 
hurt him? | notice my cheeks being wet; with my tears or his, or both, | don’t know. Do my lips comfort him 
as much as his do comfort me? 


| lose track. He doesn't get into a quicker pace, it’s the same every time: a brutally hard trust that makes 
scream, no matter how much | am trying to grit my teeth, and then his oh so tender touches all over my 


face and chest. | grab the back of his head after a little while, latch onto his mouth, refuse to let go of his 
lips, and let him kiss me through my agony. 


And suddenly, it hits me. This is what life is like for him. 
What | feel is his pain. 
His pain that never goes away. 


| am in constant pain by now. | had hoped to get used to it, to somehow become numb, but instead, it worsens 
with ever trust. The trusts themselves stay the same, but they add layer after layer of pain, from a dull 
throb to feeling grazed and sore, to feeling bruised and crushed, to fearfully anticipating the next blow, from 
awful to terrible to horrible to excruciating, is there a limit to what | can endure? Is there a limit to what my 
beloved buddy can endure? There is, | know it, the limit had been exceeded two days ago, and how can | blame 
my sweetheart for taking too much opiates, hoping that they would kill this pain, and fuck the possible 


collateral damage if only the pain goes away.. 


What gets me through this ordeal is his presence. His warm and gentle hands. His tender mouth. The knowledge 
that he is there, willing to share my suffering. Is this what | do for him when he comes to me, drops into my 
arms, sometimes quietly, sometimes crying, shaking, yelling? Sometimes he made me think that he magnified 


his distress, but if this is what he feels, he rather held back.. and where in this desolation does he find all the 


solace he gives me every time | come to him? 


And will this pain ever, ever stop? 


eR 


At least the trusts stop at some point, after a few minutes, a few days, three years, | can’t tell. Neither of 
us has come, of course not, how could we? Instead, he lies on top of me, his face buried at the crook of my 
neck, crying, crying a whole waterfall, and it’s another few minutes, or hours, or maybe decades. Time has 


stopped. 


| contemplate moving somehow after a while, but what move won't make me feel like | might break in two? My 
lower abdomen feels like a battlefield, and the pressure of his body, both inside and on top of me, is at least 
familiar. So we just stay this way until he has cried out as much of his misery as he could, until his sobs 


decrease and | don't feel like my guts were on fire any more. It takes long. Long 


He finally starts kissing me again, my cheek, my mouth, down my throat, down my chest, until his lips touch 
my stomach where | hurt most and his hand covers, just covers the sore and burning place where we were 


joined. His soothing caresses feel heavenly after all this. 


He understood. | just know he did. He understood why | did what | did. But also what he means to me. What he 


does for me. That he has no reason for feeling guilty. He does so much more for me than | do for him. 


| kiss my way back up to his face, where he claims my mouth once more right away, and | realize that this 
kiss is the first thing that actually feels good since | went to find this little bottle, in the suitcase that had 
been stored under this very bed. 


| lie back down on top of him; it feels right that way. | don't want him to wake up in the middle of the night, 
wondering where | might have gone. Neither do | want to wake up myself without feeling him. Not tonight, not 
tomorrow, never again. The pain will stay, but if | can have this, then | think | might scrape by. 


| kiss him until he sleeps. 


He told me about that dream he had when he nodded off in that chair next to me. Keep my heart safe, buddy. 


And don't forget to bring me yours whenever the pain gets too much.. 


